THE RAVELLED SLEAYE
not have trusted ourselves to brush a fly from a wall.
We should not have been so heavy, but for the air of
those parts. This is remarkably strong, and the
healthy vapours of the forests will make the most
vigilant sleepy before their time. But it found us
easy victims, for the night's work had been no child's
play, and the day before we had driven three hundred
miles.
We presently decided to telegraph in German to
Hohenems, saying that I should arrive to-morrow
morning and bidding the steward prepare the principal
rooms: this would give us time to carry Harris and
Punter a good way off—to some desolate spot in the
Tyrol, from which, if they ever returned, they would
return too late to put a spoke in our wheel.
These plans being hastily made, we took the Rolls
forthwith and drove to the barn. There we found
all in order and Stiven standing like a sentry, for fear
of falling asleep if once he sat down. Indeed, his
fears were well founded, for when we gave him some
food and told him to eat, before he had taken two
mouthfuls he was asleep in the hay. My cousin,
who was to relieve him, was just as tired, but so,
for the matter of that, were Palm and I, yet take our
rest we dared not, for now the iron was hot and, come
what might, we must strike it before it grew cold.
Then Palin and I drove to Robin, to send off
our telegram, and we did not do so badly, for we took
the wheel by turns, and the one who was not driving
slept like a log. It follows that when, some three
hours later, we came again to. the barn, we were not
quite so jaded as when we had left, but Hubert, who
had let Stiven lie, was ready to drop in his tracks.
It was now midday, so Stiven was roused and sent
103

